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river could fully account for such a phenomenon and I had
little hesitation in assuming as a working theory that we had
in fact been exploring the lower reaches of Wadi Dawasir,
the great river of ancient times that issued from the 'Asir
and Yaman highlands to pass by Dam and Sulaiyil into the
great desert. At least we can say that the theory is not in-
consistent with the known facts. What do you call this
place ? I asked ?Ali. It has no name, he replied. Then let
us name it Abu Muhairat, I suggested, ' the father of shells/
Forget it not that you may, perchance, tell those who come
after me, for the shells are the shells of a river—not sea-
shells as we saw in the Jiban—and the river is Wadi Dawasir.
He speaks sooth, said one of the party, yet we knew it not
till this day for we Badu have no knowledge. Now 'AH had
long coveted the cloak of Sa'dan, who had brought two
with him in the hope of selling one to his own profit, and I
knew they had been haggling over the price of it, for 'AM had
declared that 20 dollars was more than he could pay. I will
give you the 20 dollars, I said to Sa'dan, only say nothing of
it to any soul. So I rode with Sa'dan as we left the scene of
the great discovery and *Ali drew up to us to know whether
I was pleased with his guiding. I drew the cloak from
Sa'dan's saddle and threw it over to him. It is yours, I said,
but find me more flints or shells if you know of any. This is
the limit of my knowledge, he replied, but say nothing of the
cloak to our brethren lest they envy me. I will put it
privily away this night when we reach camp.
So we passed on, A desert lark piped about us and sidled
away to safety. A Spindasis butterfly appeared again, and
we passed from the massed sand-theatres of Al Qatarat into
the gently undulating tract of Hadh Qa'amiyat with the
roseate dune-massifs of Qa'amiyat proper forming a great
mountain wall across our southern horizon. The great peaks
seemed to rise about 500 feet above the general desert level,
and among them, according to ' Ali, lay the true haunts of the
Oryx, a shy animal that travels far and fast over steppe and
desert in search of food but retires ever to the almost in-
accessible sand-mountains for safety against surprise or
pursuit. We crossed the recent tracks of a party of eight or

